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A girl from out West 
 
I was born in Goondiwindi in the early 70s.  My town is in Queensland but near the 
border of New South Wales, Australia.  From when I was a baby until I was a 
teenager, I lived with my Aunt who was single.  This was because my Mum and Dad 
couldn’t look after me properly. 
 
I went to my local school but was kept down two years in kindergarten and two years 
in Grade One.  I ended up going to the Special Education Unit (SEU) at the school.  I 
can remember being taught about personal hygiene, like taking showers, and learning 
about cooking.  The SEU is no longer there now. 
 
When I got to Grade Eight I wasn’t coping with school in my home town.  I wasn’t 
sure why this was, but I remembered it being a bit difficult for me.  My family felt 
there was nothing there in my home town for me.  They transferred me to Brisbane.  
My mum, dad and brother remained in Goondiwindi because it was what they wanted 
and what suited them. 
 
I went to Mt Gravatt Special School in Brisbane and finished school when I was 
eighteen. 
 
Moving From Place to Place 
 
When I moved to Brisbane I stayed in many different suburbs.  I went everywhere.  I 
lived in a group home for foster children.  There were three boys and three girls in the 
home and it was run by a minister.   
 
Brisbane seemed very different to my home town.  When I heard about the suburb 
Holland Park I thought it might have been a place overseas.  I got lost a few times 
when I first came to Brisbane.   
 
When I was sixteen I became a client of Wolston Park hospital.  The doctors at the 
hospital arranged for my money to be managed by the Public Trust.  This arrangement 
continues today. 
 
Some Work Experience 
After finishing school, I moved to the north side of Brisbane and learnt many living 
skills with a service for people with disabilities.  It’s hard for me to remember all the 
work I have done over the years.  I learnt how to make beds, went to TAFE to learn 
flower arranging and other things, and did a First Aid certificate.  I also did some 
work experience at a nursing home for a few weeks.  The nursing home paid me four 
dollars even though I wasn’t expecting to be paid.  I also worked for Target at Mt 
Gravatt for a time. 
 
I continued to move around to many different places in Brisbane and in Toowoomba.  
This also makes it hard to remember everything that happened and when it happened. 
 
Involvement with the Criminal Justice System 
There have been times in my life when I have become unwell and broken the law.  I 
have been charged for heaps of stuff, like lighting fires, stealing, damaging police 
property, smashing things as well as other stuff.  I don’t do any of this any more. 
 
Court can take time, because sometimes cases get adjourned until they get the right 
evidence. 
 
First Time in Prison 
It was scary going to prison for the first time.  The police told me that they were going 
to take me home, but they didn’t.  They ended up taking me to Boggo Road.  I didn’t 
know where I was.  I was so scared and frightened when I got there.  I didn’t know 
what prison was going to be like. 
 
They check prisoners on their first day in prison.  You need to take a shower and you 
have to wash your hair with special stuff in case you have head lice.  Some girls might 
have head lice when they come in.  I smelt the stuff when I arrived at prison and 
thought, “Oh no, I don’t want to wash my hair with that stuff.”  I didn’t wash my hair, 
because I didn’t have head lice, and I didn’t like the stuff.   
 
On your first day, they give you underwear, shoes, clothes and other stuff.  They give 
you a few toiletries to start off with, like some deodorant, powder, little sachets of 
shampoo and conditioner, and a comb.  If you smoke, they give you a pack of rollies 
to begin with.  I used to smoke on and off.  I had trouble rolling my cigarettes, so I 
ended up buying the ones that were in the packet.  You later have to pay for the items 
you receive when you get work.  You have to work in prison to get your pay. 
 
I think they asked me about my disability on the first day, but it is hard to remember 
because it was a while ago.  I can remember seeing the prison officers, the nurses and 
the doctors on my first day. 
 
Life in Boggo Road 
Boggo Road was a scary place.  It had lots of rats and mice and it was really old.  The 
women prisoners had to wear yucky blue uniforms with silver buttons down the front.   
 
Prisoners in Boggo Road had to line up next to their bed number.  They had to say 
their name.  They were given jobs to do.  My job was to clean up the girls’ cells after 
they were discharged from court.  The officers asked me to do this, and I had to say 
yes, even when I didn’t want to do it.  I would clean the toilet in the cell, take down 
pin-ups from the walls, and clean the walls.  I would then take the girl’s nametag up 
to Reception.  I can’t remember being paid for this work.   
 
I can remember a few times when prisoners could not get their mail.  The prison 
officers would count the cutlery after meals, and sometimes cutlery went missing.  
When this happened the prisoners had to wait until the officers counted the cutlery 
again.  The cutlery had been miscounted, misplaced or something the first time.  In 
the end they found the cutlery and the women could have their mail.   
 
I got into an argument with another prisoner in Boggo Road.  The girl threw hot water 
over me, so I poured hot water back on her.  I can’t remember how the fight started or 
what it was about.  The girl wasn’t locked down, but I was instead.  I hadn’t started 
the fight.  I think the officers didn’t see the other girl do it.   
 
When I was discharged from Boggo Road, I got into trouble at Reception for taking a 
pot plant home.  The officer said, “That’s government property”.  I said, “I didn’t 
know.  These inmates of mine gave it to me.”  The girls who were gardeners at the 
prison knew me and wanted to give her a present. I found out I wasn’t allowed to take 
the present, and gave it back.  I said to the officer, “Sorry, but it’s not my fault.  It was 
the girls who gave it to me.”  
 
West Moreton B Correctional Centre 
I spent some time in the Crisis Support Unit (CSU) in West Moreton B Correctional 
Centre when it was running.  At one stage I spent a whole year there.  The centre had 
both men and women – men on one side, women on the other.  The girls had two male 
cooks who made their meals for them.  They were good cooks and the girls would get 
desserts every night.  The cooks would also do the girls’ washing.  The girls had to 
sort out their clothes.  If you were in Cell One you would put the clothes in the special 
laundry bag marked Cell One. 
 
I had trouble getting to sleep at night in the CSU.  I was up all night for a couple of 
years with no sleep.  That’s why I decided to drink lots of water during the night.  
When I couldn’t sleep, the officers would put me in the observation ward or “ob cell”, 
because I kept all the other prisoners awake.  I didn’t meant to, but I had no 
medication.  The only medication given to me was valium which was used as a PRN.  
Because I kept the other girls awake at night time, the officers would get back at me 
during the day and wake me up when I was asleep by knocking on the door of my 
cell. 
 
The prison officers knew when I needed valium because they would always go around 
and check the cells on their rounds.  They would hear me getting upset, or see it on 
the CCTV camera. 
 
In the CSU, women prisoners were strip-searched regularly.  I felt it was a bit too 
much.  I rarely had anything on me.  I got into trouble one time because I was wearing 
earring studs.  I had long hair at the time and when I was strip-searched the hair had 
covered my ears.  The officers found out in the end that I had slept in them overnight.  
The earring had to be taken out and put away in my locker with my other possessions. 
 
There was one time I hid a foam cup in my bra under my prison clothes.  When I got 
strip-searched, they found the cup and I wasn’t allowed to have it.  I wanted the foam 
cup to get a drink of water, but was on observation at the time and wasn’t supposed to 
have cups, because I drank too much water.   
 
There was a yellow line in the CSU, near the officer’s door.  Prisoners were not 
allowed to go over the yellow line, and if they did, they would be breached.  You get 
locked down and get finger food.  You aren’t allowed to watch TV or listen to the 
radio.  You get nothing.  When the officer too my cup, I later crossed the yellow line 
to get it.  I was seen on the CCTV cameras and was breached for crossing the line. 
 
The longest time I have been locked down in prison without TV or radio would be a 
couple of months or even longer.   
 
I was in Ob Cell One and Two for a whole year because I had to be on my own and 
liked to be on my own.  I had problems and had to go to the toilet a lot, so the officers 
wanted me in my own cell.  Every other prisoner in the CSU had a TV and radio and 
could watch videos.  I could only watch movies with the other girls in the evening if I 
had been good that day, but would return to my cell for the night.  In the end, the 
officers had a meeting with staff from Sir David Longlands.  The asked if I could 
have a TV since I had been so good.  They ended up putting one in the office, and I 
could see the TV through the window of the door of my cell.  I could see the TV, but I 
couldn’t reach it.  The officers would tape my TV shows for me and I could watch my 
favourite shows during the day time.  I watched Blue Heelers, Neighbours, Home and 
Away and the Bill.  The officers were really good.  When I finished watching TV, the 
officers used it. 
 
At one stage, I had my blanket taken away from me in the CSU because the officers 
were worried I was going to do something to myself under the blanket.  I couldn’t 
keep myself warm at night without the blanket. 
 
I had a police poster on my locker at the CSU.  Another prisoner was upset about this 
and said to me, “You can’t have it because it’s inappropriate.”  The supervisor and 
officers knew about the poster and allowed me to have it because they knew I had it 
for a long time and that I liked police.  The other woman couldn’t accept this, and she 
was also unwell at the time.  In the end, I had an argument with the woman and 
became unwell after the argument and hurt myself.  I got locked down for a long 
period of time.  Later on, the two of us made friends, and the woman gave me three 
pairs of shoes.  She made up for what happened.  When I got discharged, I said to the 
supervisor, “I just wonder how I’m gonna pay for these shoes.  I feel so guilty cause I 
wanna pay for the shoes you know.”  But the woman wouldn’t accept the money – 
she wanted to give the shoes to me because they didn’t fit her.  I said thank you to her 
and later on, when she got out, I sent her a thank you card. 
 
In West Moreton CSU there was a job roster for prisoners that changed once a week.  
There were different jobs on the roster, but how many different ones you did 
depended on how many girls were in the CSU.  If there were a lot, then you would 
have one job or double up.  Jobs included making your bed properly, wiping down the 
table and bench, cleaning your cell out, including the toilet, shower and basins.  I also 
did some cooking in prison.  I would help make lunch or dinner.  I never went for an 
interview with any of my jobs. 
 
A trip to the hospital 
While I was at West Moreton B, I needed to go to the hospital.  I went to the Princess 
Alexandra Hospital which had prison wards for prisoners whey they were sick or 
needed to have operations. I needed an operation.  It was a very painful condition that 
needed to be treated.   
 
The supervisors knew that I would run away, so when they put me on the bed trolley 
to go for the operation I was handcuffed to the trolley.  They knew I would jump off 
and escape.  I have been like that for years whenever I have gone to a hospital.  For 
this visit, I was handcuffed on the way to and from the operating theatre.  After the 
operation, when I returned to the prison ward, I shared a room with other prisoners I 
knew.  In the ward, I wasn’t handcuffed. 
 
After the operation, I had to stay at the hospital for a few more days.  The hospital 
was a bit busy and there were other women prisoners who needed treatment, before 
we would all go back to prison.  I didn’t mind staying a bit longer. 
 
When I got back to West Moreton, the girls had made me a get well card.  My friends 
and all the officers had signed it. 
 
Another time when I was to stay at West Moreton B there were no beds available.  
This meant I had to spend the day time in a detention unit and then the night time at 
the medical centre.  At night time I would go to the centre in my nightie. 
 
West Moreton B was eventually closed down because of the rats, mice and snakes.  It 
wasn’t in very good condition and the building was old.  When it closed down the 
women had to move to S4 in Brisbane Women’s Correctional Centre.  The staff had a 
meeting with the prisoners and told them about the new centre. 
 
In and Out of Prison 
I have been in and out of prison so many times.  I can’t remember the exact number of 
times, but I know it has been a lot.  I have been on remand, in custody, on bail and all 
sorts of things.  I have been on different sentences and they had to adjourn my case 
one time because there wasn’t enough evidence.  I also did community service a long 
time ago working with blind people. 
 
It is hard to get out of the prison cycle.  It takes a long time to get out.  It seems to 
take ages and ages to get out of prison.  Sometimes I would be in prison for a short 
time, and other times a longer time, depending on the crime I did.  Some prisoners are 
in there for live and prison is their home.  People do get released if they’re good, but 
after a while some of them offend again.  It’s because they get bored.  The only that 
that keeps them well is their medication, giving them things to do, and getting a job.  
All of this keeps them out of trouble.  Some may get out in the community but they 
still have to stay on parole.  I’m not sure if I have been on parole.  I can’t remember 
that far back.  The last time I was in prison was in 2000. 
 
When you first come out of prison after you have been there a long time, it’s a bit 
scary and a bit risky.  I found it scary when I came out after a year in West Moreton 
B.  It would be good if people coming out of prison had things to do during the 
daytime – such as a job, or activities they can do, or going to see friends.  Then they 
wouldn’t get so bored. 
 
When you are in prison you don’t get your pension.  When you come out, they give 
you a special payment to set you up in the community.  I think it’s a card now that 
they give you at Centrelink.  You can then also get your pension when you come out. 
 
Many many years ago I was transferred from Boggo Road to Wolston Park hospital.  I 
didn’t know where the hospital was, and didn’t know anything about it.  It was so 
dark at night time and I couldn’t see.  I was very scared.  
 
I also stayed at a home run by Richmond Fellowship at Corinda for people with a 
mental illness.  The house was near a train line and it was very noisy.  People were 
bringing dirt down from upstairs.   
 
I also spend some time in Toowoomba.  I moved back to Brisbane because I found 
out my boyfriend was in prison down here and I wanted to be with him.  But he kept 
ringing me up and using abusive language over the phone.  I just let him say what he 
had to say.  I didn’t say one work and then I just hung up. 
 
You have to get your ears pierced again when you come out of prison.  It didn’t hurt 
me to have them done, because I didn’t have an ear infection.  I don’t even jump any 
more when it is done, because I am used to it. 
 
Brisbane Women’s Correctional Centre 
S4 
When I went to Brisbane Women’s Correctional Centre I spent most of my time in the 
section called S4.  The prison staff wouldn’t let me go into the mainstream, because I 
was doing so well in S4.  S4 is where you go if you are suicidal or you self harm.  
There are two sides to S4.  One side is for good people who behave.  They stay there 
for a certain time until they get back on their feet and can go back to the mainstream.  
Some girls do this very quickly.  On this side of S4, the girls are allowed to do things 
during the daytime, such as go to the library, do courses, have visiting time or go to 
the gym.  Each cell has a TV, but there isn’t one in the dining room.  
 
The other side of S4 is closed off and is for people who misbehave or do something 
wrong.  It is the punishment side.  They have a seclusion room there.  You wear a 
gown all day and wear a gown to bed. 
 
In S4 you may or may not have your own cell.  It depends on how many girls they get 
in.  If it gets full, you might have to share your cell.  I always had my own cell 
because I was on observation.  They knew it was easier for me on my own.  Many 
times I snuck my day clothes on without have a shower.  I would wait until everyone 
came out before I came out.   I got away with this for a while, but in the end they 
made a rule that I had to have a shower.  They would say to me, “You’re not coming 
out of your cell until you have your shower.”  So I would wash myself.  They would 
then say, “You haven’t used soap.”  I would say, “Yeah I used soap”, but I would 
have to shower again.  They wouldn’t give my day clothes to me until I had a shower 
first.  If I didn’t shower I didn’t come out onto the floor. 
 
The CCTV cameras are on twenty four hours a day.  They are on you when you go to 
the toilet and take a shower.  They watch you everywhere – in S4 plus all other areas 
in prison.  They record what is going on and keep all the videos. 
 
The lights are also on all the time in both sides of S4.  I once asked if they could turn 
the lights down a bit, and I was told “that’s as far as they go.”  The lights are on all 
the time to keep an eye on the prisoners.  
 
In S4 you get searched all the time, all day.  They have to make sure you haven’t go 
anything you shouldn’t have.  Prisoners are strip-searched and checked over.  It is 
hard.  When you go in and out of the unit you are strip-searched every time.  You get 
strip-searched when you go to court or anything like that.  It is a full strip-search, 
where you totally undress, squat and cough.  Two female prison guards supervise the 
strip-search, but if there aren’t enough females, they have a male officer outside the 
door, while the female is inside checking.  Sometimes I would say “I don’t want to get 
strip-searched.”  When I refused, the would grab me and put me in the punishment 
side. 
 
One time, where there weren’t enough female officers to do a strip=search, I said to 
the male officer “There’s no female officer on tonight.  Well I will do it meself.  Pat 
meself down.”  I patted myself down and the other girls patted themselves down too.  
The officer was okay with this.  
 
Every time that I go to prison, they always leave me till last to get strip-searched, get 
dressed and have a shower.  The always do the other girls first and leave me as the 
last one.  I don’t know why that is.   
 
Prison guards would strip-search prisoners’ beds in S4 all the time. 
 
I once had to go without TV for a whole week, because I had broken mine in my cell 
when I was unwell.  It was really difficult without the TV, because there isn’t much to 
do.  If you are good for a week, you can get it back, but it depends on your behaviour. 
 
Sometimes the cells are so close to each other that you hear the girls next door going 
“bang bang bang”.  One girl used to bang on the window at me or on the wall, 
because she wanted to pick on me and I was unwell at the time.  The girl was always 
annoying me, but I got locked down because she complained about the noise.  The 
officers said I was making the banging.  The girl who did the banging later apologised 
to me. 
 
I continued to drink excess water when I was in Women’s, as I did at West Moreton.  
The officers locked me down when I did this – not because I was playing up, but 
because they were worried about me. 
 
Residential Care 
There is another section in Women’s called Residential Care.  In this section, women 
are allowed to have their own clothes.    You have to be off the special “obs” or 
observation.  I got to stay in Residential once.  I was on one to one with an officer, 
with girls on the other side.  The girls cooked me up some chocolate slices and treated 
me well in there.  They were good cooks and cooked good healthy meals. 
 
Daily routine and rules at Brisbane Women’s 
Every morning officers do the rounds of the cells, check on the prisoners and tell them 
to get up.  I can’t remember what time this happens, but it was early in the morning.  I 
would be given a try of toiletries outside my cell number.  This would include 
shampoo, conditioner, deodorant and a brush.  Girls aren’t allowed to have razors to 
shave their legs.  This is because some of them are suicidal.  You have to share an 
electric razor with the other girls and have an officer watch you do it, or some girls 
buy their own wax now, to wax their legs. 
 
Your cell remains locked while you shower in the morning, and the officers wait for 
all the girls to finish their shower.  When showers are over, you stand near the door 
and are let out to have breakfast.   
 
The women are given different meals.  I had my teeth out so I had to eat soft food.   
 
After breakfast, there are jobs during the day for some prisoners.  You stay out until 
about lunchtime, and they lock you down for a couple of hours.  You are then let out 
again.  Everyone is locked down between 5pm and 6pm of an evening.  
 
Sometimes there might be a strike on in the prison.  During these times, prisoners are 
locked down in their cells until the strike is over.  You have your food in the cells 
during this time. 
 
If you have to go to the dentist, they call your name up.  If someone is there to visit 
you, they also call your name up. 
 
Most cells have a TV in them and a little intercom with a radio station.  There are two 
radios stations to listen to, and you can watch all the channels on TV.  You are 
allowed to watch crime shows on TV.  The officers have the remote control for all the 
TVs. 
 
You are not allowed to wear shoes with laces or buckles.  They put your laces in your 
locker.  You can wear scuffs, masseurs and thongs.  The government supplies you 
with thongs – they also buy your underwear and stuff.  
 
Idea of a table of things you can and can’t do? 
 
I knew of mail being checked, police using sniffer dogs to find anything you 
shouldn’t have and visitors to inmates being searched.  Visitors are not allowed to 
wear earring, or bring in handbags and stuff.  I knew of some girls going up and 
getting morphine inside because they needed it all the time.  I knew that some girls 
used drugs. 
There are two different “buy ups” in Women’s prison.  You have one that is outside 
buy up, which involves buying goods from outside prison, such as clothes.  (But only 
certain ones are allowed to have their own clothes in the cells).  You can also buy 
books and that.  If you are on suicidal “obs” (observation), you are allowed to have 
one book and one bible.  But the books can’t have staples in them.  I used to order S 
Club magazines and TV week, but the staples were taken out.  Every unit also gets a 
newspaper daily. 
 
There is also inside buy up, where you can buy drinks like cordial and coffee, as well 
as chocolate and all those things. 
 
Money for buy up comes from the work you do in prison.  Any wages you earn go 
into a prison account, and when you leave you can collect this money.  The prison 
officers give you a slip with how much you have in your account.  I can’t remember 
how much the Living Allowance was in prison – I think it is twenty dollars a week.  I 
think it has something to do with having a shower and hygiene.  Your wage for the 
jobs you do inside can vary, depending on the type of work you do. 
 
You fill out a form when you order items from buy up.  You also need to fill out a 
form if you want to see the dentist or doctor.  On the form you say the reason why.  
Then they call your name up to go there.  The officers used to help me fill in the 
forms. 
 
You are allowed to have photos that come in the mail and if there is anything in the 
mail they don’t want you to have, they either keep it for you until you come out, or 
send it to your family and friends.  I had a lot of stuff in prison – mainly books and S 
Club magazines – and I had to get my workers from Richmond Fellowship to take the 
items home.  Items such as these have to go through a process if you want them taken 
home.  You need to fill out a special form first.  
 
Prisoners are allowed to have cans of soft drink, but I had to be watched.  The officers 
would pour the soft drink into my cup and then I would have to give the can back.  
They do this sort of thing because some girls are suicidal. 
 
You can get nice and healthy food in prison.  You can also get cream buns or other 
desserts twice a week.   
 
In Brisbane Women’s you have to wash your own underwear and hang it up yourself 
in your own cell, because this is the hygienic way of doing things.  The other clothes 
you can send to the girls who work in the laundry to get washed. 
 
When I went to Women’s I was given Lyactil as a medication.  I used to take this in 
syrup form, because it was quicker than a tablet.  Lyactil makes you really sleepy.  
There were a few side effects with the medication – feeling drowsy and having the 
dribbles come out.  Lyactil is for calming people down. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
